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Dramatis* 



Produced at the Royal Maryiebone Theatre, 2\st Sept., 1848. 
Time of Representation, 45 minutes. 



Mr. Bullfinch 
Mr. McCarthy 
Captain Foxlove 
Tim Raff erty 

Julia Bullfinch • 
Norah - 



Mr. G. Cooke. 
Mr. Clifford. 
Mr. H. T. Craven. 
Mr. Hudson. 

Miss F. Hamilton. 
Miss M. Cooke. 



Costume* 



MB. BULLFINCH.— light bine coat, gilt buttons— white 
waistcoat — nankeen trowsers — short gaiters. 

MB. M'CABTHY.— Green coat— yellow waistcoat— black 
trowsers — white hat. 

CAPTAIN FOXLOVE.— 1st. Military nndress. 2nd. light 
blue livery coat — top boots. 

TIM BAFFBBTY.— 1st. light blue livery coat— top boots. 
2nd. Dress coat, gilt buttons — top boots— Opera hat. 

JULIA. — A white muslin dress. 

KOBAH. — Stuff gown, looped up— mob cap. 



AN IRISH ENGAGEMENT. 



Julia and NottAH discovered. 



a shall be. He is expected every day, every 



Julia, But sc 
hour— and then — 

Norni. Don't have him — pluck up a spirit — tell hini you 
can't love him — won't love him — and what's more, don't in- 
tend to love him ; that your whole and undivided heart is given 
to the Captain, and you're determined your hand shall go wid it. 

Julia. But my father will disown me, it' I dure disobey him. 

Nerah. He loves you too much to do that, ma'am, I'm sure. 
How unlucky the Captain is poor; but never despair. Take my 
word for it, you'll have him yet. 

Ju/in. Heiglio ! poor Foilove ; all our dreams of happiness ore 
gone for ever. 

Nora/i. Lover's dhramA— all smoke. \Noiae tcilknit.'] Hush 1 
as I live that's— that's Tim — my Tim. I'd know bjs own beau- 
tiful vuiee in a thousand. [Sum to window, L.H.] Yea, it's him, 
and as I live, the Ctptain. Your father's out, miss, so I think 
we might venture to let thim in. 

Juliu. By all means, fly. [Exit A'oro/i.] Moments like these 

arc iudecd precious; with what joy my heart bonnds when be is 

near. I feci that nil h him alone could I he happy. Foiluve ! 

Enter Captain Foslove, i_ h. 

Dearest Julia, what joy once again to see yoi 

what news of the enemy. 

Julio, h. n. The worst possible, dear Fojlove. By n 
received by my father this raomine;, he is already on tt 
here to claim hia bride. 



Foxlove. Then we have not a moment to lose, my dear Julia. 
I have thought of a stratagem which, if successful, may yet 
save us. 

Julia. A stratagem ! 

Foxlove. Yes, love. Stratagems in love and war are equally 
allowable. You say that neither your father nor yourself hare 
yet seen your intended husband. 

Julia. Nor have we. My father and his were school-fellows: 
their friendship increased with their years — they married at the 
same time — their wives brought them, one a son, the other a 
daughter — an agreement was then made between them that the 
children should wed when they became of age. That tone is now 
arrived, and Mr. M'Carthy is on his way from Ireland to claim 
his bride. 

Foxlove, And should you refuse to marry him P 

Julia. My father forfeits ten thousand pounds, unless the 
agreement is mutual. 

Foxlove. It must be our endeavours to make it so. So now for 
my project. What think you of passing off my Irish servant, 
Tim Rafferty, as the expected Mr. M'Carthy. 

Julia. Yes, but what then. 

Foxlove. And by his behaviour try and disgust your lather 
with his Irish engagement. 

Julia. Excellent ! But should the real one arrive? 

Foxlove. Leave that to the fortune of war — a forlorn hope that 
may end in love and happiness. 

Julia. 'Tis worth the trial. Cupid, assist us, and crown it with 
success. 

Foxlove. Let us hope for the best. Meanwhile I'll jump into 
his clothes, so that I may be at hand to watch and guard you. 

Julia. Bravo ! let us at once to action. 

Foxlove. Immediately. Here Tim, Tim. 

Tim \mthout, L. h.] Coming, sir, coming. 

Foxlove. He is exactly suited for our purpose, a genuine Irish- 
man, full of fun, humour, and impudence. Here, Tim, Tim, 
I say. 

Tim [without']. Aisy, sir, aisy, and I'll be wid you in the 
twinkling of a cat's tail. 

Julia. Norah and be are sweethearts. 

Foxlove. Confound the fellow. Tim, Tim. 

Enter Tim Rapfertt, l. h. 

Tim. Here I am, your honour. 

Foxlove. At last, sir. 

Tim. Politeness bates duty, sir. Sarve the ladies before all the 
world. 

Julia. Nay, dear Foxlove, we ourselves know how hard it is to 
part. 
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Thi! grossing to emtri]. Wisha long life to you j may bo 
jou're not a jewel of the firat suit water, and it's yourself I'd like. 
for s master, and no mistake. 

Fozloee, Now, Tim, we want your assistance. 

Tim. Sme it's yours before you ni it. 

Foxtooc, I am aware you are a clever intelligent fclluw, Tim. 

71m. Be my both, lh. ■ \\i uithcrcd. 

Foi/ovr. You will tlieo consent to what I shall name to you. 

Tim. Faith, that will I, before you name it, at all, at all. 

Fcslore. That is enough. Farewell, dear Julia ; we go at onci 
to put our scheiuu into execution. 

Julia, Farewell, dear Foslove. Heaven grant yon success — 

[EAt FOXLOVE, L. ii. 

and, Tim, remember the hnjipin.ju of iliv ludin.' lift depends on 

Tim, Your happiness (make yourself riisy, my dorlin) depend 
on me, I'd go through lire and wat her for you. [Exit Julia, K. H. 
Tim Fsfferty, Tim Baflerty, your soul, now be after showing the 
universe what an edification you've hail — whatever your scheme 
is I'm wid you, anil, by tin. 1 pipiT lhai [ik ; id licfore Moses, if I 
don't teach them what an Irishman cnu do, may I never set eyes 
on Ould Ireland again, or obtain ray own dear little Norah for 
life. I've a bit of a song that I coai her with— 

Song, Tim, 'n<l>\<da.o>J—'- Cmui down here, Norah dear." 

[Erit Tim. 
Enter Julia, h, fl. 

Julia. Fray Heaven we may succeed, my heart is again filled 
with hope— with love and hope who should despair— now to play 
my part. O love, love ! to what wild schemes do you drive your 
votaries. 

Enter NohaH. 

Norah. Och, mistbrcss, there's my Tim a going to transmogrify 
himself ; he says I'll not know him a hit ; that he'll mat 
gant a gfiutlemau as ever eat buttermilk wid a fork, or praties 
wid a spoon. 

Jutia. Yes, Nornh, to serve mo. 

NaraA. Ob what a trimhlin I'm in, supposing its found out who 

Mis. Tie merely an harmless scheme, afterall. 
Norah. And what will 1 do if be never comes back tu his mm 
>'!i i/inii self again. 

Julia. Why then, Norah, you'll have a gentleman for a sweet- 



Norah. A gintleman— and is 
a gintleman for a sneclhi-iirt. 

■ irhj not. \uruh:- 
Norali. Bi-case ils nut their m 



the likes of me ihnt woifld have 



E 

in kiii 



Hu.it fine curled -tip mustaches and whiskers, dandy cut coats, 
polished hoots, and dainty delicate hands; its too much trouble 
for the likes o'thim to make love properly, and tciU a girl what n 
beauty she is, 1 wouldn't give a bross-siipence fur snch a man ; 
no, give Die OHO of ray ov.ii itarlin boys, widout a brogue to his 
foot, or u ennbeen to his head, but wid a simple honest heart and 
• good ehillulah,— -aae that makes love tike an angel, and fights 
fin- yim like a lion. 
■In/in. I In, ha, lis! Nuroh, you're eloquent. 
Norah, Andis'nt il inn yond fnuse, miss machrce ? OchI if you'd 
only hid the luck to Ml iu love Kid an Irishman.— wid one uf the 
dining hoys 11F Tipperary, they're the jewels to lay hold of a poor 
girl's atlections, and kick up a rebellion in her heart. They twist 
anil (hey turn, wheedle, (latter, and kiss, until they so bewilder 
a poor girl, that it's glad she is to say, " Poddy, yon devil, take 
me at once, and make an honest woman of roe." But hen; 
comes your father, miss: I'll be off and prepare for the scrim- 
mage ; what a tlustration I'm in ! Oh, this love I thin love I it 
ni!hi-rH nil (nation iutirely, and us poor servants into the bar- 
[BxU NOBiB. 

Eater Mr. B\JU,nxcufr>nB /met, l. ji. 
II. Well, my dear Julia, all's ready; every thing is 
!c> give a right hearty welcome — a welcome ivorthy the 
of the Bullfinches — to the son of my old friend, and your 
intended husband. 

Julia, c. El. But, ray dear father, I really cannot hear the idea 
of marrying a man whom I have never seen. 

Mr. Bull. But you'll sec him before yon do, 1 • 
here, listen to what his father says of him — by the blood of the 
Bullfinehes, it docs my heart pood to read it. [Rearli?. "My 
" dear sou, who has been brought up ami educated in England, 
" is a quiet, amiable, good tempered, fascinating young man, 
" possessing all the qualities necessary for making a good 
" husband; anil I think I may venture lo say, worthy of your 
"lovely daughter." There! what would you have more than 
thlt. 

Julia. I would have one, sir, on whom I can bestow my heart. 

Mr. Bull. Then bestow it on him i by the Hood of the Bull- 
:iiu-ln;s. the girl's unreasonable. 

Julia. Not so; the whole study of ray life has hitherto been 
to please you ; but on such an occasion as this, iu which tlie 
happiness of my future life is concerned, I do hope you win 
allow me those little privileges to which my sci arc entitled. 

Mr. Ball. You are a good girl. Julia, u very good girl ; hut I 
have- promised yon, and, by the blood fifth* Bullfinches. 1 cannot 
break it ; so make up your mind to like the yonng gentleman, 
nhich I am 3urc you will if he at all resembles my old frit ml. 
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Julia. Ill do my best to please you, sir. 

Mr. Bull. That I am sure you will. [Knocking without.'] 
Holloa 1 who's there ; as I live a young man and his servant : it 
must be he ; by the blood of the Bullfinches it is ; how I long to 
embrace you. 

Julia [aside]. 'Tis the Captain and Tim, so I'll away and pre- 
pare for my part in the scheme. [Exit Julia, r. h. 

Mr. Bull. Now, Julia ; what gone. Ha, ha, ha ! the little 
rogue's off to put herself in apple-pie order. Ha, ha, ha ! how 
the ladies do love to have every thing comme it faut ; now then 
for my future son-in-law. 

Enter Tim Rafferty, l. h., ridiculously dressed, fol- 
lowed ly Captain Foxlove, as his servant. Tim 
enters singing, " St. Patrick was a gintleman." 

Mr. Bull. I presume I have the pleasure of seeing Mr. 
M'Carthy. 

Tim. And its right you are for once in your life, as the man 
said when St. Paul's clock struck thirteen. I presume you're 
ould Bullfinch. 

Mr. Bull. At your service ; very happy to see you, sir, by the 
blood of the Bullfinches, you are right welcome. 

Tim. Tip us your fist, my tulip, and its myself that's glad to see 
you, old gintleman, and may we live to know each other till we 
die and ever so long afterwards. 

Tim squeezes Mr. B.'s hand until he dances about with 
pain, 

Mr. Bull. My dear sir, really your shake is so very cordial — 
by the blood of the Bullfinches my hand is almost off — but allow 
me to ask, how is your worthy father ? 

Tim. By my soul he's in mighty good health, in as fine a state 
of preservation as any ould gintleman can expect to be. [Aside.] 
He's been dead these twenty years. 

Mr. Bull. You bring me letters from him, I suppose. 

Tim [aside], I'd be troubled to do that. And is it letters, 
sir ; by the powers, when T set out you would'nt have known me 
from Dennis O'Dogherty, the postman ; but you see, sir, I had 
an idea. 

Mr. Bull. A good one, I've no doubt. 

Tim. And its right you are then ; for when I looked at the 
bundle of letters, what's the use, says I to myself, of carrying you 
across the sea ; devil a word said they ; so I took the liberty of 
opening the dirty blackguards ; so its by word of mouth you'll be 
getting all the news of my respectable ould father. And, by the 
powers of Moll Kelly, my idea beats the penny postage, both in 
cheapness and convenience. 

Mr. Bull, [aside."] Rather an off hand way, I must say. Well, 
letters, or no letters, you are welcome. 
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Tim. And oint 1 after knowing I am. So I 1 
myself oa mach oi ham aa Paddy thai took all his meala and ale 
in tlit drawing-room. Here, John, you mseul — -[Captain Foilove 
cotaei down, L. H.]— be after getting my room ready ; learn the 
way of the home j lake pattern by me, make yourself jubt and 
cumlbrlitblc. Kiss the cook ; unbuzzum yourself to the house- 
iniiiil ; nod shew them lion' we do it in Ould Ireland— .yon devil. 

Foxlwe. Yes, air. \_.ltidtr.] A pretty berth IVo got into. 

Mr. Suit. [Mit/e.'] A quiu. ami&saming young man; — what 
Jilfcrrril ryi s 1;ithfr\- -n: irilh. 

Tim. Now, ould gintlcinan, where '9 this lovely intended of 
mine. Och! I'm in u biling still e, as the man said when he fell 
into the copper ; I'm in a favor of love. 

Mi: Liidt. I'll fetch her immediately. [Atide.~] Oh, dear, 
("in afraid this l)<ii:[ii(.iii> fellow won't suit her at all. \Eat. n. a. 

Fnz/ovr. Capital, Tiin, capital 1 Do but continue, ami I have 
no doubt he will soon have hail enough uf his Irish engagement. 

Tim, Never fear, Captain, never Hi ; lave me alone for sarving 
him out. I'll be giving him a touch of the schoolmaster of 
Ballywhop'cm, who flogged bis scholars before breakfast to give 
them mi appetite for dinner. 

Fostm-r. Do your best ; if vou Eiieceed you know your reward. 

Tim. Twenty pounds, and Norah for life. If woman and lnuuey 
won't make a man do his best, by my faith, I should say he's 
good for nothing at all, it all. 

Foflotv. 1 J'.ih think I, •■'It find ua out, 

TEib. Silence, agra, here they are. 



Enter Mr. Bullfinch a»rf Jlli 



rJttr. Bull. AEow me, sir, to introduco my daughter to 
Julia, Mr. M'Cartby, Mr. McCarthy, Miss BulMnch. 

Tim. Now, if 9 myself that's mighty proud mid happy to 
yon, my darlin ; by the powers, you're a rose, with the oolonr of 
the tulip. 

Julia. Kcally : Mr. M'Carthy. 

Tim. I know what you'd be after saying, my darlin ; hut I'll 
he stopping it; and there's only one way of stopping a woman's 
mouth; so, by your love, i'U he stealing a kiss. [Gain to kin her . 

t'mlorr. [Aiidg.'] Be quiet. How dare yon, sir f 

Tim. John, be aiay ; what's eome nvcr you. Won't I salute 
my wife that 13 to he, for the honour of Ould Ireland f 

/■'ustiiri'. <[,1siik.] At your peril, sir. "_!' ■■ 

Tim. [Ande.~] I mnst do it, it's nnthcral. Arrah, my duriin, 
it's a beauty you are, and no mistake. By this and by that, 
my heart's like a red hot pratie, with the skin on; and it'a 
ruin'sdf I'll live, will till I die, mil ;! ■ 

[Sua far. 



- 



II 



nit mnn ; by 



Mr. Sill, [./.v ■';'. j This is I In* unid, modest young m 
: lie Bullfinches, he's u perfect devil. 

fbxtovc. [Jsu!t\~] Confound the fellow. He si 
this liberty." 

Tim. By my soul, it's as revwing as the ould gjntlann't 
elixir. Unit mn.l-- . ■-.:',:i: ilurofore, as the doe- 

tors say, the dose to he repeated immediately. [ffijJM her. 

Fotlove. \Aside.~\ I'll stand this no longer. m have no uioro 
of this, air. 

Tim. What do you mean, you dirty spalpeen ; do yon forget 
who I am ? Leave tlie room, sir. 

fWlovf. What do yon mean, sir ? 

Jim. And is it the lneiuiny: y>'ii wish to kriuw? — is it myself 

or you [.hot is master? Get out will you— leave the mum — be off. 

\yuipasAei Captain F. out of the roan, n. h. Jurja 

Kb, The impertinent rascal. 

Mr. Bull, lie certainly presumes. 

71*. Presumes, da you call it ; by my faith, I call it impu- 
dence. The impudence of sarrants is wonderful ; they bate their 
masters hollow in that. What, my little jewel is off too ; by my 
faith, if all the Bullfinches are lie her, it's illegaut birds they 

Mr. Bull. [JiuiV,] I fear she wont say as much for you. 
glad yon iike her. su" ■■ she is indeed a charming creature. 

'! A perfect angel in petticoats. And her foTtuuc- 
iiineh do yon mane to tip up with her? 

Mr. Bull. [Jsidii.~] Bather an indelicate question. On her 
marriage I shall pat her ten thousand pounds. 

Tim. Tin thousand ! aud is it only a dirty tin thousand you'll 
be giving. Sell myself for tin thousand pound*! ; why we'd be 
worse off than Paddy CJ'Flaunageu, who kept a wife and ten 
children on sii praties a day. Would you be storviu us, you 
old vagabond. 

Mr. Brit. Stove— vagabond— bj the blood of the Bullrinchit, 
what do you mean. 

Tim. What I say. Am) no"" 1*11 he after telling yon how I 
mane to live , and then say if a paltry tin thousand will bo 

Mr. Bmll. Let me hear what yon intend to do. By the blood 
Of tile Bnllfinebes, I never was so treated. 

Tim. Listen then. First, 1*11 be after taking the largest house 
in town -. ■arvBnta shall lie as plentiful as nuahrooms, I'll \uw 
tmen, coachmen, grooms, butlers, Indies' mail's, chan 
berniaids, dairymaids, housemaids, cooks, and, in a very sho: 
time, its a nurserymaid I'll bo wanting likewise : — then I'll hav 
coaches, cabs, fonr-iu-hands, and an QJtjgtnt janntim; rir , «lii-k. 
.lash ali.ii'/— I shall keep up with everything, ':■,■■ 
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keep op with me. There goes a dacent boy, says one ; a dear 
little devil, says the ladies. Arrah, my darling, and yon may 
say that, says L He's a beauty, says another. Hurro ! for the 
wild Irishman. Whoop ! 'fipperary for ever. Whoop ! yea 
devil. My blood's up. [Jumps on table and upsets cups, frc. 

Mr. Bull. But, my dear sir. 

Tim. Aisy, sir, aisy. Then my parties. Oeh ! what iHigant 
parties 111 be giving. Wine and whisky jmnch galore, the largest 
bowl in all Ireland's nothing to it.' Then, lords and ladies, knights, 
and barrow-knights, lovely women, enchanting music, dancing. 
Och ! won't I give them a beautiful jig ; I'll astonish the weak 
minds of the dirty world. And how can I be doing this on 
a paltry tin thousand. By my faith, yon most multiply the sum, 
by tin 

Mr. Bull. Ill do no such thing. By the blood of the Bull- 
finches, m not give one penny more. 

Tim. Say that again. 

Mr. Bull. I repeat it. 

Tim. You do? 

Mr. Bull. I do— by the blood of tha Bullfinches. 

Tim. Thin, by the blood of the M'Canhy's, I'll make the 
Bullfinches pipe, to a beautiful tune. Whoo ! my blood's up ! 
A durty tin thousand, you spalpeen. Come on. I'll pepper you. 
Fll fight you for the honour of Ould Ireland. Come on, my ould 
cock-chaffinch. [Beats Mr. B>, who retreats round the stage, 

followed by TDf, who keeps striking him. 

Mr. Bull. Help ! murder ! help ! 

Enter Julia, b. h., and Captain Foxloye, l. h. 

Julia. Dear father, what is the matter? 

Mr. Bull. That madman was about to murder me. 

Tim. Murther ; what's that he says. I murther him ? I'd 
have had as pretty a fight with him as ever was seen at Bonny- 
brook, and all for the sake of friendship, if ye had'nt come in to 
spile sport. 

Mr. Bull. By the blood of the Bullfinches, I don't require such 
striking proofs of your friendship. Oh, that ever I should have 
such a son-in-law. 

Julia. And that is the man on whom I am to bestow my heart. 
How is it possible ! 

Mr. Bull. I have been an old fool, I know. I feel I have. 
But what's to be done. Let us give him a further trial. I must, 
however, retire and compose myself. By the blood of the Bull- 
finches, I have not been so ruffled for years. I leave you, sir, for 
the present. 

Tim. And joy go wid you, my daisy. 

Mr. Bull. Oh, dear ! Oh, dear ! Quiet, gentle, unassuming! 

[Exeunt Mr. B, and Julia, through c. 
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Tfcw, s. Hnrroo! Harroo ! There's a dose for the cold gentle- 
man. I feel my twenty s ui e ie i gaa kicking each other already in 
my pocket. 

Foxtove. Bat yon carry it a fittk too far, sir. What occasion 
was there for yon to take the liberty of lowing the lady ? 

Tim. Mustn't I be doing the thing natural, sir? Could I be 
a lover, and not salute my wife — snch a thing was never heard of 
in Onld Ireland. Now, Fl tell yon what it is, sir — just be after 
giving Norah a dozen or so, and then its quits well be crying — 
so say no more about it [crosses l. H.] All goes on right, and 
before night if s five hundred more hell be glad to give to get 
rid of me. 

Foxtove. Be more discreet for the future. My dear Julia \ 

Ester Julia, through c. 

Julia. My father has retired to his room to obtain a short 
repose ; bat I was alarmed by a knocking at the gate. 

Enter Nobah, i* great haste, L. H. 

Norah. Och, ma'am f Och, sir, — my heart's as big as a whale, 
and my head's as foil of blubber — it's all over! 

Tim. Is it over, you mean? I wish it was, and the twenty 
pounds in my pocket, and you in my arms. What's over, my 
darlin? 

Norah, Och, Tim. He's come ! he's come ! 

All. Who? 

Norah. The real Mr. M'Carthy— bad cess to him— he's this 
moment arrived. 

Tim. Och, botheration! Bad luck to him! the dirty-faced 
vagabond. And how will I be getting out of the bog now? 

Julia. We're lost L Was ever any thing so unfortunate ? 

Foxlove. Is there no hope — no way of getting rid ef him • 

t Tim. I hare it ; leave it to me — and it's the battle I'll win 
yet. Follow me* and I'll just be explaining it to you. And, 
Norah, do you first turn the key on the ould gmileman, and then 
be showing the young one up here. Away with you, my darlin. 

{Exit Nokah, through c. 
Will I be gwring up twenty pounds so aisy? No. I'll first be 
giving him a touch, of Irish cunning. So follow me. 

[Exeunt, through c. 

Enter Norah, shewing in Mr. M'Carthy, l. h. 

Norah. Be kind enough to wait here, sir, while I announce 
your arrival to the family. [Exit through c, k. h. 

IT Car. Well, here I am at last ; in the house of my father's 
old Mend* in the character of a suitor to his daughter, who L 
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her, my heart is already given to another; so I must manage tt 
break off the match as easily as passible, so :in not to eiasperatB 
tittiti- o( the old geiitleineu, or lie the death of the lady ; who, 
luckily, can't care a straw about a parson she never sot eyes on. 
Who have we here P 

Eater TlV, through C, E. H. 

Km. [J«rfe.] Now 1 must play the giotleman. \_Alovd.'] 
Sarvant, sir. I presuina you in Mr. M'l.'arlliyV [Aside.] That's 
just what was said to me. 

M"Car. At your service, air. May I ask who I nave the 
pleasure of addressing ? 

Tim. My mother was ealli'il h(.:;,,il;iil;, uu.l !=he always said I 
was her son ; very niuch at your service. We've been eipectiug 
you a devil of a time. 

SPCet. My father, I believe, announced my intention of 
cowing si .me Lime w. Mny I enquire for Mr. Bullfinch? 

Tim. Poor old gintleman 1 

M'Cm: I trust there is nothing the matter with him — no 
■ leu illm-". 

Km. Poor old fellow ! And it's pitied he's to be, all 



But it 



HP Car. About what? 

Tim. The old gintleman. Poor fellow ! 

M'Car. Not a word, since his last letter to my father. 

Tim. Then it slipped his memory to write anil tell youi I 
pose. It's my painful ditty to inform you, he's vtroog here. 

[ Tapi hii forehead. 

STCar. What do yon mean P Is he ill ? 

TIii. In the mind, but not in the body. Io fact, air, it'a 
apartments he's got to let in the upper story. 

SPCar. I really don't understand you, sir. In plain language, 
what is his complaint? 

Tim. Then, in plain language, sir ; it's mad he is. 

M"Car. Mad! 

Tim. As Dennis O'Flaggerfy, who hung himself liehiud the 
street door instead of his great r.iii/. His head's as light aa a 
potato peel ; and it's myself that's his kee|>er. 



: 



M'dar. Good Heaven! what a misfortune! When d 



. this 



. I couldn't take upon myself to say ; seeing I don't b 



'hiit. RarinK i* it; 



!t and as aiay as ;i au < k i u ■_' 



after tftking into his lica-l. What do yon think lie's got in Lis 
ftca.1 now? 

.VCar, I really ran have no idea. 

Tim. Why ii's myself lie Ultra for yourself, and M'Cortiiy be 
always calls me ; now that's strauge. 

M'Car. Very! 

2Fjw. Voti niay any that. So, when tie sees yon, he'll declare 
you're Hot yourself. 

M'Car. Then what am I to do ? 

Jim. Jast be aftex letting him i svt liis own way, and it's all 
rigtt j but contradict him, and. Whoop ! he's oiT (ike a sky- 
rocket. There's a system in his madness, tale my wort for it. 

M'Car. I'll take great tare. Have yon any idea of tlie miusk 
of it. What brought it on? 

Tim. la it the cause you'd know. Then, between ourselves 
thk is contidenl.ial and private, so mind, don't tell anybody yon 
don't want to know it. 

SfCar, Ofcourso; of course. You may trust me. 

Tim. Thin, by my soul, sir, betunc yon and myself, it's in 
the family, 

M'Car. You don't Bay so. His daughter 

Km. Oeh, the creature. I would' ut be {jiving a brass farthin 
for nil the brains she's got ; and it's worse than, the old L-imk- 
[iian Bhe'U bo before long, or it's myself knows nothing about it. 

JVfiir. What a misfortune ! What an escape I've had ' Hon 
is she affected V 

Tim Her rason's like the man who went up in the ball i 
to fish for stars, rather too high-minded. Sometimes off she 
goo, whiak! pop! Och! botheration, you ucver sniv such 
aheiliril. 

M'Car. The sooner I'm out of this, the better. Madness 
the family ! I wouldn't have her with tifty thousand. 

Tim. By the [>iper of war, here she is. Now, sir, it's yourself 



will sec wid vi 






Enter Jlilii, ftatttatiixilfy tinned, through c, 
Tim. Permit me to introduce you to Mr. M'Curthy, from the 
sireet little town of Tnnmavaru. [Atide.~] Give it him, miss ; it's 
yourself must fight your own hattle now, while I go and stir up 
the ould gintleman. Whuop '. won't I make him roar t 

[&rii through c, r_ H. 
Julia, B. H. Mr. M'Curthy, how delighted I am to sec yon. I 
have read of you ; thought of yon ; dreamt of you -, and uuur to 








Julia, I'm in a galaiy of delight ! When, quite an infcnt, I 
toddled from my mother's arms, I heard thy name blended with 
my fhture fate ; our names were woven with a wreath of 
I treasured up all in my heart ; there thine image has lain slum- 
bering. In murmuring brooka I've pictured thee; on starlight 
nights were wafted unto thee; and now, like a bright lnminary, 
you burst apon ■■;.■ right, and dasde ine with thy lustre. 

M'Car. [Ande.1 Mail, without a doubt. My dear madam, 1 
regret to hear about your father. 

Julia. My father! he's a saint iu Heaven. Angels wild 
around his pillow. He was my guardian angel until you cometo 
rake me from him. 

M'Car. \Jside.] Heaven forbid ! I would nut for the worJJ 
deprive him of so great u treasure. 

Julia, But now you're eome to take me to your bosom ; there- 
fore, with wild delight, I throw myself into ynur arms — mad wilt 
supreme Hiss. [Emiraetl him. 

M'Car. But, my dear madam — 'pou my word — I real];— (hit 

Julia. Hush, hnslit Now we're in tho garden of PnrndiM, 
where uoiversal happiness rcigus. No misery is there, for all is 
love and pleasure. I feel the balrny incense of love stealing 
through the air ; and you, like an angel, art watching uic. You'll 
never [lart from me? 

M'Car, [dttde.] I ouly wish I could. No — never, uever. 

Julia. .Always hue me — tender me with a jealous care? 

M'Car. Yea, always, always. [Aside.'] Anything to get rid of her. 

Julm. Never smile on others more fair and lovely ' J 

M'Car. Never, I assure yon. 

Julia. Swear to he true to me for ever. 

M'Car. Really, my dear madam. — 

Julia. Swear ; or the Demon of Jealousy will take poaaeanoa 
of me, and I shall tear you into little stars. Swear. 

MCar. [Aside.'] She's raving. I swear. I swear. 

Julia, Then here I'll rest for ever. 

[Lags lu-r head oil hh shuvlAtr 

M'Car. [Aside.] 'Pou my life, this is pleasant . How shall 1 
get rid of her. An iuteresl.iui.- situation. "\V ill you lead me tn 

Julia. Here will I slumber. Ha! what's that [ no p H M 
demon— a vampire — he comes to devour me. See, — 'tis there — 
there — [dings to him']. Save me — save me ! Let us away, Ion 
—let us away into the realms of bliss. Ha ! he comes again— 
away— away— away— [Bmhtt out through C, b. b 

M'Car. Thank Heaven, she's gone at last. I breathe freely 
■fain. I*oor creature ! she's raving ! The sooner I gel out oi 
this, the better. This will free me, and I can now wed my oWa 
Kathleeu, nithuni am my father. 
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Enter Tra, laughing, through c. 
fjnde.] Ha, ho, ha; Och, botheration ! Find I'll die of 
J. Haven't I rii the blood of the Bullfinch? Ha, ha, 
Peppered his head with the flora boi. There'll not be a 
tbindy, at all, ut all. Get out of the way, sir, for litre comes the 
ould gintleman in one of Ilia fits ; as wild as O'Brien's cow, that 
went mod because she could'nt out her own tall. 

HfCar. Then I'll be off, I've had quite enough of one of 

Tim, k. ![. And is it yourself that would be running away. 
Here, just pop into tliis snuggery, nnd there you'll lie seeing what 
mould devil it is. 

M'Car. Thank you ; thanlt yon. It will lie us well to 
him, or my father will not he satisfied, [ffrif iVrt cupboard, B, 

Tim. [Aside.] Now then for the finisher. If this don't put 
Mfrj thing IB it ought to be, why I'll bo hanged for murder, be 
said when he eut his own throat. "Here ho ia. Now, 



keepqoiel. 

■fr. 13',//. [,M> 



Enter Mr. Bullfinch, i.. h.. Hi wig on ths wrong -way, eopered 
Kith Jtour, his clot/mi in disorder. 

Mr. Ball. You raical, too villain 1 how dare you, how dare 
joa, use me bo. By the blond of lli'j Bidllijj'iii's, you shall pay 
for this. I'll not pot up with it , I'll not endure it, 

Tim. Aisy, thin, aisy, wid the hay, honey, or you'll be putting 
yourself in as great a perspiration aa a ball of snow in the dog- 
frjs. 

Mr.B'dl What is the meaning ofthis treatment. Look at me, 
lir \ here's a figure. 



fagO :\\ liij: 

M'Car. (peeps out]. [Arid,!.] Good heavra , 

Mr. Bxtt. By the Hood of the Bnlltiuches, jou'll drive me mad. 
But I'll not endure it , m let rae ti:ll you, Mr, M'Corthy. 

Tim. [Aiide to M'Car.] You hear what he calls me. 

Sir. Ball. Although I have a great respect for your father. I'll 
not put op with such treatment from his sou. So get out of my 

Tim. Nuw be aisy wid yua. 

Mr. Ball. I say again, get out of my house. By the blood ol 
the Bullfinches, I'll no longer bear your presence. So he off— be 
off directly. 

Tim. Then it's yourself that will be off directly. Be quiet 
wid you, whilst I speak to yon, IJst'de to Mr. Btiix] Be after 
listening to me : they Buy you're ir 





''in. Is it persuading yon, t run ; why you know you're mad : 
. mad as Ihe Dublin hatter, who wore a napless hat, mid 
re be uivcr felt sleepy. 

Mr. Bull. \ wonder I'm not ; by the blood of the Bullfinches. 

Tim. I can Bee it in the twinkling of your aye. Ocli 
you iirc, and no nils lake. 

Mi: Bull. I'll not endive this any longer. Here, lobs. 

Tim. Be quiet nid you. You'll 'not believe you're mad. 

Mr. Bull. No. I'm damned if I do. 

Tint. Then ita a secret I'll be ttlUna you; the keeper, he's 
here to take you. The big blackguard's in that cupboard. 
[■jfctffc] Now for a row. 

Mr. Butt. In the cupboard. I'll soon htre the unmAnl out. 
nit, yon villain, come ont — [p*U* M'Cab.] — you'L tell 
they're mad, will yon : look at me, air, tell me, to my 
n I mad. sir— am I mad 'i 

il'Cur. Really, air; I 

Mr. Ball, Answer me, sir ; am I mad ? 

Tim, [Aside to M'i.Ai;.] IliLiniiiber what I told yon. 

M'Car. [.iside.] Kot to contradict him. Then, air, if yon 
wish it, I should gay, most decidedly ma J. 

Mr. Bell. I am mad. Oh, you villaiu 1 This is the way 
innocent people are destroyed; it's worse than burking. I am 
mad. !ty the blood of the Bullfinches, I think I am. 

Tie. Aisy, sir, aisy ; don't be after flustering yourself, take it 
coolly, as the boy did when he fell through the ice. 

Mr. Bull, I'm loo easy. Get ont of my bullae, both of you, i» 
I'll kick yon ont. 

M'Ci" Sir, my nome'a M'Carthy. [Crosses to C. 

Mr. Bull. M'Carthy ! 

M'Cn: Son of your old friend aud schoolfellow. M'Carthy, 
Df Tippuiry. 

Mr. Bull. Pfcoop ! Plump ! Who's the madman, I should like 

M-dr. I came hither, or, to see and marry your daughter; 
hut I trust you will not be utfeuded if I say, 1 must decline that 
kooMf -ii'iir what I've seen. 

Mr. Bull. Decline that honour! Ha, hn, ha! I like that; 
you decline. 1 wish you'd be off. 

""«. All's going on as smooth as the sea in a calm. [Atide 
■<\ir.] Conclude the interview as soon as possible, fur it's 
ighty big; fit I see coming on. 

. Here.sir, iasnagrccmeut Ihsvedratvnnp.by wh :j - 
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I voluntarily resign the lady, and thus release you from the for- 
feiture. 

Tim. I'll be after squinting at it [takes it]. Wisha long life 
to you ; the very thing. Twenty pounds, and Norah for life. 

[Exit Tim., c. r. h. 

M'Car. Here, sir, is a letter from my father, and I now, sir, 
take my leave — [crosses to l. h.] — trusting that before long 
yourself and daughter will be perfectly restored. 

Mr. Bull. Stop, Stop ! What's all this. My old friend's 
writing — " My dear son, the bearer of this" — signed, " Dennis 
McCarthy." Here's some mistake ; you can't be Mr. M'Carthy. 

M'Car. No other has a right to that title, I can assure you. 

Mr. Bull. By the blood of the Bullfinches, then, who was the 
person who just left us. He's Mr. M'Carthy. 

M'Car. I know him only as your keeper ; by name, Fitz- 
patrick. 

Mr. Bull. My keeper? 

M'Car. Yes, sir, he informed me that both yourself and 
daughter were mad. 

Mr. Bull. Mad 1 I only wonder I'm not. Damme, I think 
I am. I'm bewildered. First one M'Carthy; now another. 
What is he — who is he — where is he. 

Enter Captain Foxlovb, Julia, and Tim. 

Tim. Here, my jewel. Tim Rafferty, at your honours 
service. 

Mr. Bull. By the blood of the Bullfinches, will nobody ex- 
plain? 

Foxlove. Permit me, sir. You had promised your daughter, 
whom I loved, to another, under a forfeit of ten thousand pounds; 
to obtain your release from which we assumed the various dis- 
guises you have seen, and I now hold it in my hand. 

Tim. And I hold mine in mine ; as good a looking a twenty 
pound note as I ever clapped eyes on. 

Mr. Bull. By the blood of the Bullfinches, do I hear right ? 

Julia. Yes, my dear father. [Crosses to Mr. Bull.] I could 
not give my hand without my heart ; we have saved you a large 
sum of money, and from the misery of knowing you had rendered 
an only daughter wretched. 

Mr. Bull. Then who the devil are you, sir. 

Foxlove. Captain Foxlove, of the dragoons ; and this is my 
servant. I trust, sir, you will forgive everything, and make 
your daughter happy. 

Tim. If you don't, I'll be powdering your wig again ; and this 
time I'll be doing it with a shiUalah. 

Mr. Bull. This is all very fine; but what says Mr. M'Carthy? 

M'Car. That I am happy to find you really a reasonable being. 
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My hand and heart are promised to another ; so allow me, one 
of the parties deceived, to add my entreaties for their forgiveness. 

Tim. Arrah, my jewel ! say the word, and its myself that will 
serve yon for a hundred years, and then bury you comfortably. 
So just be after making ns all happy, and yourself into the bar- 
gain. 

Mr. Bull. Well, I suppose I must ; there, take her, Captain 
Foxlove. The deceitful little hussy has played her part so well 
there's no refusing her. 

Tim. Here, Norah ! Norah ! 

Enter Norah, through c, R. H. 

Now, your honour, it's flattering myself, I am, that I've played 
my part so well, that you'll bestow on me your sarvant, Norah, 
here ; for its ourselves that are anxious to follow the Captain's 
example, and increase the family. 

Mr. Bull. You're welcome to her : — and, by the blood of the 
Bullfinches, I'll give away the bride. 

Tim. Your honour's a trump to the back bone ; and, there- 
fore, I promise you that it's yourself shall stand godfather to the 
first boy or girl — and now we are all pleased. Hurroo ! I'm 
like the horse that ran so fast you could nt see him. How do I 
know my friends here are pleased — allow me just to ask — Ladies 
and gentlemen, are you pleased ? if you are, just be putting your 
hands to our IRISH ENGAGEMENT. 



THE END. 
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